..wsT0 _Any Rellable Man.
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The Costa Rican Counterfelters.

For monthis the Costa Riean eoniter-
felters ave been issuing hogns notes of
the government of the dsland unll the
ametint, 6 (s said, s peached 1000000,
Luspeetors of the secret sersiee burest
were chiefly instrumental in bringing
the malefactors to justice. The eMefeney
of the seeret servies 5 undoubted, but it
is by no means @ feeret, but o patent
fet, Wt the seeviee  thar Hostetter's
Stomach Bittors does the wen k. neevons
el dvspeptie 2ol genulne value, Thero
lve Been from time to tlme connterfelis
ol I bt the mdnbictars note of hand on
the dahel, dnd the vignette of St George
and  the Dresgon. are not suceessiilly
imitabile,  The tonie absolutely prevents
and remedivs malaris, rhonmatism. livey
complaint aud dyspepsin.

A Theory.
Vaun Eyster—What do you suppose
Shakespeure meant by “the glass of
fashion and the mould of form?*
De Peyater—Champagne and  corsets.

Thousands nre Trylng It
In order to prove the at merit of
Ely's Cream Balm, the most effective cure
for Catarvh and Cold in Head, we have pre-
oared o generous trial size for 10 cents.
et it of your druggist or send 10 cents to
ELY BROS., 66 Warren 8t., N. Y. City.

I sufferad from catarrh of the worst kind
ovor since 0 boy, anid I never hoped for
cure, but Ely's Crenm Balm geems to do
vven that.  Many acqurintances have used
it with excellent results.—Oscar Ostrum,
45 Warren Ave., Chicago, Il

Ely's Oream Balm Is the acknowledzed
cnre for eatnrrh and containg no cocnine,
njercury nor any injurious drug, Price,
50 centa. At druggists or by

The Cheerful Idiot.
“How did youlike the new soveloty
drama?” usked the youngest boarder,
‘It reminded mo of a ]pm\'lsluu store,"
answered  the cheerful  Idiot, “The
Women were mostly shoulders and the
men wll hams.™

ELY'S CREAM BALM s a positiveours,
Apply Into the nostrils. It fs quickly absorbed, 50
cents at Druiaiats or by mail; sampies 10¢c, by mail,
ELY BROTIERS, 56 Warrun Bt., New York City.

Where Days are sunniest
And, most captivating—inviting to out
door life—thut's Culifornia. Engage
berth now in the Californfn  Limited via
Santy Feo route,

Character Analysis.

“No," suld Col. Stlwell, T donw't yearn
foh his soclety. Understand me; T don't
siy foh o minute that e is nota por-
feet gentleman,  But I observed that he
can't be satisfied to  play half o dozen
gumes of poker without counting over
the entire pack of kyards.”

MEDICIL
-~ TREATMENT
ON TRIL

Marvelous applinzee and ons month's remed|es
e B e P o
world ln’l‘ﬂ". t_ml.n’lrlrll of men weilk, Ern'Lm. dis-
conraged from effects of excesses, won{. overs
ﬂnﬁ “orlimﬁ:g’rﬂ'ﬁm nil ro nu%%gllt'mﬁ
’hu ?1&. of this offur s Ilmlta£ '&ﬂ 0, 0. D,

sure, 0‘ fren
NiA aims o
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The Scenic Kounte of the World.

Time I'able No. 40

BAST BOUND WRET BOUND
No. di8, MILRS No, 428,
10:08 am......Ly.Banta Fe.Ar........ 85 p m
1208pm .....Lv, CLv., 0., 488 pm
110pm.. w. Eml Lve.. 89, M pm
1:55pm Ly, 88.. S5 pm
3447 p m.. #7.. Pm
8:2ipm.. L8, .11 m
700 pm... 180 m
1080 p m. m
1350 & m. m
d:10am m
d40nm m
Td)am m

Connections with the main lne aud
hranches as follows:

At Antonito for Durango, Silverton
and all points in the San Juan country,

At Alamosu for Jimtown, Creade, Del
Norte, Monte Vista und all polnts [n the
San Luis valley.

At Bellda with main line for all points
east end west, Including Loadville,

At Florence with I' & C. ¢, R, R. for
the gold camps of Cripple Creek and
Vietor,

At Pueblo, Colorado Springs and Den-
ver with all Misdourl river lines for all
pointy east.

Through passengers from Sants Fo
Wil have reserved berths (n sleeper from
Alamosa 1f desired.

For futther Information address the
underslgned,

T. J. Hery, Genoral Agent,

Santn Fe, N. M.
8. K. Hoorr, A, P, A,
Denvar, Colo,

A Morigage Foreclosure,
1 told her that, as a man of law,
Lova's side I should defend,
That In onr ease there was no - fluw,
We'd tight it to the end.
A frown spread o’er hor dimpled face;
She paced the polished floor;
“Ah! pardon me, what iy this case?
You know I have n score!”
“Love versus Phyllls, there's the
serips, )
A kiss bonenth your nose;
Tn fact, o mortgage on your lips!”
Said Phylils:  “Please forecloge!”
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CHAPTER II,

Prosently there was nothing loft for
the June zephyrs to tease bur the flut-
tering bannervets of gray Spanigh moss
pendent from the unfading wooden rain-
bow and  the leaves of the big olareh
Bible, that had been left upen nfter the
preliminary reading of a chapter.,

Strong Martin had selected the banks
of the creek for his Lattleground with
contoience. It would be pleasanter down
there on the water's pebbly brim, whers
uo one was likely to intrnde today.

He was hidden from the view of the
hungry churchyard feasters by the high,
spudy banks of the creek that wers
fringed with trailing blackberry bushes
and blne eyed periwinkles. T'row the
spot he selected he could hear the ¢lat-
ter of dishes and the lively chatter of
the feeders and the fod.

With his aye closed he saw it all,

In an agony of indecision he fiung
his hands outward sud upward aund
groaned alond: “If I stood alone, it
would be different. It would be easy.
But—the o0ld folks—and—Liza." Then,
with elinched fist and resolute lips, ‘It
18 u forced hand.' And again in s voice
almost of despair he said {t: A forced
hand! A forced hand !

Upon the calm afternoon air the
elangor of a-ball smcte sharply, 1t was
the bell in the little wooden beltry of
the red brick church calling the multi-
tude back to the closing exervises, The
cows were slowly elimbing the apposite
bank of the creck. The blue crane un-
tucked its small bend to reconuoiter,
Strong Martin got up and stretohed hia
crampod legs, stunping vigorously with
his benwmbed foot.

A profitable hour, ' he said bitterly.
‘I came here to sottle a matter of con-
seieuce. I am sure of only one thing: 1
um hungry. No, of two things. Tho
knot is knottier than ever. Itisa foreed
hand, "

As he clambered precipitately up the
steep bauk of the oresk hoe suddenly
cume faco o face with Mamie Colyor.
In ong hand ghe held & cup of cottoe, in
the other a loaded plate.

“1 have been looking for you eyer
since you left the chur¢h. T gaw yom
when you eanie out, Here, take it. You
must be dreadfully hungry.'' She was
not looking at him. She eould not. She
was s0 absurdly short and he so corve-

spondingly tall that his grateful glanee |

could only perch on the beflowered
crown of her big hat,

T am hungrier than I thought, It
was good of you to think of me, Miss
Mamie, I did not expect it of yon,

“Others have been thinking of yon
und talking about yon, "

“Yen?"

Her hands were free now. He lad
tuken the cup of coffes and gulped v in
three or four monthfuls, His ntterance
was somewhat impeded by sandswich.

“No one has thought of me in this
way. It wis very sweet of you, Mamie, "

“But [ um angry with you. Quite
angry,

She employed her liberated hands in
putting her large Ghiinaborough hat far
enough on the back of her head to Rive
him the full benefit of un cxtremely
stern gaze which she had carefully pre-
pared for the oocasion,

“*Adrien Strong says yon are acting
like an imbecile. Ho is very much up-
sef about you. '

There was a tang of wormwood in
his voice as he answered, **1 think Adri-
en will not suffer much on my acoount,’!

*Adrien Btrong is very fond of you, "'
sho said decidedly,

His own name, shouted in Adrien's
voice, came clearly and shrilly through
the lacy soreen of elder blossoms, The
girl put her hand out hurriedly for the
empty plate and cup.

“There, go. Kverything is waiting
on you. Youm are a beautiful looking
valedictorian, Wait! I know it's dread-
fully bold, but 1 can't let you go back
locking like a defeated prizefighter. '

Bhe stood on tiptoe close in front of
him, Her slim brown fingers gave his
cravat a savage little jerl, bringing the
bow around from under his left ear,

‘There, you look just one degree less
disreputable. Do smoath your hir down
a trifle, "

Ho was beaming on her in an ecatasy
of gratitude. It was so pleasant to have
some one care whether he was hungry
or gatiated, trim or disreputable.

“Dogo. If youstand thers much lon-
ger looking so ridioulonsly grateful, I
shall forget that I am angry with you
Iam sorry, so sorry—for—everything.
But, of course, I don't believe it.'"

*Don't believe what?'* Btrong usked,
vaguely interested in the words, vivid-
ly in the speaker, whose soft, npturned
eyes had altogether forgotten to look
stern.

“Don’t belleve auything. ' With sud-
den passion she stamped her small foot.
“'There, go. I have only made matters
worse by coming here. Adrien is eall-
ing youn. Adrien says it is ridicnlons to
suppose you could have taken those
things. ' .

‘"He did, did he?’’ The boy’s voice

was choked with the sudden up leaping
of passion.
‘*Yes, and of ocurse it— Go, go, go!"
She was stamping her footat him.
Adrien was calling him from the top of
the bank. The bell kept up its monoto-
nous summons The white winged
arane lifted its slendor body awkward-
ly and safled away on frightened wings.
He must go and face them all. It was o
foroed hand.

With o flutter of ribbons Mamie dis.
appeared behind a near pomegranate
bush. Adrien came crashing forward
over the pine needles that mada the
eloping ground slippery. Hix voice, tart:
and oross, reached B n second in
advanoce of his hurrying feet:

'"Man alive, Strong Martin, yon
aoting like an imbecile! A positive
fot!"

‘'l don't understand you.”

. ""You will," said Adrien, with a pet-

are
id-

lll_lth‘;lzo:'mthmllmm I
; been doing what I could for you."
- “Thanks. Am sorry

fonnd It nee-

‘hand washing at the tin basin. which
oould

COPYRIGHT, (897 BY THE AUTHOR

Side by side thoy entered the old
brick church. Through rhe crowd
Strong Martin passed with his head
ereot, but with a coreain hard look on
his young face that had not been thers

| before Lawyer Seephur had stirred his

soul to its despest depths,
The tender radiance of a June aftur-
noon filled every cranny of the old

church, the slanting rays of the wester- |

ing sun fell upon the wooden arch

through the open windows, touching the |

bannerets of gray Spanish moss and the
vedar wisps in the ladder of learning
with a golden glow. The melancholy
baud played ‘‘See, the Conguering Hern
Comes"" in a spiritless after dinner fash-
fon. He did not look an inch the cop-
queror or the hero as he mounted the
steps to the rostrnm and turned Lis
pals, resolute face toward the crowd be-

‘Do smooth your heair down o trife.
low him. If the helowered aroh had
been a guillotine and the cedar ladder a
gleaming ax blade, Strong Martin could
not. have experienced a more absalute
sengs of despair,

In n few incoherent sentences it had
been impressed npon him that suspicion
rested on him. That he, the plebeian
valedictorian, was aceredited with tho
morals of a ehoeblack or a chimney
By eep, ’

Mechanically he delivered himself of
the speech he had prepaved with soplio-
morio pride. Mechanically he listenad
to the coldly formal waords of commen-
dntion spoken perfunctorily by the fac-
ulty. Then he stepped down from the
painful conspicuity of his position and
resumed his place on the front form
amid profound silence.

Not a hand was extended to him in
congratulation, It was a barren tri-
nmph, Oné message of sympathy reach-
ed him. Only one. Over the heads of
the audience there came hurtling a sol-
itary spray of crimson pomegranate
flowers. It enme from the hand of u
small boy, who grinned gleefully at hix
own dexterity. It was sent by the heart
of a girl who blushed furiounsly at her
own unsuspected agency in the matter,

Strong Martin stooped and picked up
the red winged messenger of sympathy
with & hand that trembled visibly as he
fastened it in a buttonhole of his cont.
He would have liked to press his lips
to it in sheer gratitude, but feared to
make himself ridiculous.

Commencement day of 1850 was over,
and the college robbery that had shaken
all Bhingleton to its nervous center
was still an unsolved mystery.

CHAPTER IIL

Sorprise and perplexity seized upon
the very brutes in her kingdom when
Manager Martin’s wife forgot to pull
the rope to the big plantation bell pre-
cisely as the harsh voiced clock on her
dining room mantelpiece strnck the
hour of noon.

Duke, the overseer’s favarite setter,
a8 spokesman for his less privileged
companions, got up from his recumbent
posture on the lowest step, stalked to-
ward her and looked into her face with
reproachfal solemnity.

The occurrence was actually without
precedent. There was no room for error
on his part, for he had been educated
by years of practical experience into a
knowledge of the fact that when that
clock struck 12 it was Mrs, Martin's
imperious duty to seize the big rope fas.
tened to the big clapper of the big plan-
tation bell, planted on a post at the end
of her front gallery, and set the bell
inta ponderous aectivity.

In immediate consequence of which
the sllant and deserfed quarter lot
would become the arena of an nctiviey
thoroughly agreeable to Duke’s degraded
soodal instinets,

Males, burdened with loose jingling
trave chains and whistling plowbays,
would trot cheerfully throngh the lot,
requiring no spur, in the direction of the
aribs, piled high with théir noondny. al-
lowance of fodder or sweet smelling
pea boy. From the throatsof 100 olum-
sy mud and earth chimneys the smoke
of cullpary preparation would asoend
together, floating lnxily over the wav-
ing plumes of the China trees that
formed 4 long green avenue between the
two rows of cabina Responsive to the
pungent odor of frying bacon and boil-
ing mustard *“‘greens,”” Duke's delicate
nostrils would quiver appreciatively.

From his superior position on the gal-
lery of the overseer's house he could
take in all this delightful midday stir
without detraction from his own digni-
ty. The crowning delight, however,
the one in which he was himself most
immediataely concerned, was the liome-
ocoming of Manager Martin and ‘‘the

"Il
bo;% leisurely dallinnce before menl
time, no luxurious refreshment of per-
son before assembling at table, would

to much troublesome exertions.  A‘hasty
be

Cupid 1= us-

ually pictured
s a4 frolick
» somie, playful

little fellow, al-
ways smiling or
lnpghing, hut
with just a truce
of walice in lis
thinke-up,

This s the
arlist's  jdeal,

I reality, Cu-
pid  in  these |

n tlays is o mat
w9 terof-fact Hitle
gychap.  He s

heginning to
ledarn that life
is not all a
summer  holi
day, He is fast
learning that
sick men and
: unhealthy wom -
tu have no right to tamper with love or
matrimony, It is best for themselves and
best for the human race that they should
uol. It is not & hard matter for men and
wotiien to preserve their health if they
wish. It is far from impossible for them
to restore {t after it has been lost. That
being the case, the modern Cupid is right
in looking with disfavor wpon matrimonial
matches between sick men and unhealthy
women, Ill-health in a woman is generally
the result of some weakness or disorder of
the distinctly feminine organism that is
slowly sapping ber vitality. At first, a
little pain and slight indispositions which
seemn 1o her quite unimportant. They grow
steadily worse until she suffers all the time
from burniug and dragging sensations, and
occasionally has to take to her bed, Fin-
ally they completely unfit her for wifelood
and motherhood. ~ Dr, Pierce’s Favorite
Prescription is an unfailing remedy for ail-
ments of this kind, It acts directly on the
delicate and important organs concerned
in maternity and makes them well and
strong. It transforms weak, sickly, pery-
ous invalids into Lealthy, happy wives and
mothers. Medicine dealers sell it, No hon
est druggist will recommend a substitute
“Bince I wrote you we have had a baby girl
horn Lo us," writes W, R. Malcolm, of Knothel
Clay=Co,, Ark. " My wifc took Dr. Pierce's Ha
vorite l'rcstri[&liau during the expectant period
and wutil confinement, nnd she had no trouble
o meution. A stovter, healthier child was never
horn,  Our child will be one year of age on the
8th [ust., nud she has not been sk aday.  Has
ot hiad so much us the colic.'”

e ————

Perhaps, after all, Duke's interest in
Mre. Martin's punctunlity was self
seeking. Reasoning from chuse to effect,
according to his Hghts, if wo bellropo
was pulled no dinner would ensue. He
raised his soft rown eyes repronchful-
Iy to his mistress’ face and sighed au-
dibly. Tranelated:

“What could the womun be thinking
abont?"”

Mg, Murtin, with her stoutly booted
fest planted ou the round of one chair,
the amplitude of her blue cotton skirts
completely dbsevring another, was act-
g in a manner for which Duke conld
find no precedent.

She was shelling beans, Dried beans
that rattled from the blunt extremities
of her active flugers in resounding vol-
leys into n tin pan firmly clasped Ly
her two knees. She was getting the dry
lima beans veady for the seed bags in
“the madam’s storeroom' up at the
big house,

Duke knew perfectly well the signifi-
cauce of that succulent hailstorm, He
was familiar with the procession of in-
dustries. that marched throngh the
months, but he had never before known
the driod limas to affect his mistress so
oblivionaly.

Five more precious, unreclaimalle
minutes lnpsed, and Duke ventured up-
on o #ecoud protest. Laying his long
pointed nosn delicately on the plumyp
arm from which Mre, Martin bad roll-
ed back her blue calico slesye, he sniff-
od suggestively,

The touch of his cold nozale secuved
jhim brief attention, but only increased
his' perplexity. He was not unnsed to
being made u confidant of when his
master and the boys were afield, and
when his mistress turned her troubled
blue eyes in his direction he assured hor
in advance of his full sympathy by dig-
nifled oscillations of his handsome tail,

“Your master and me have mnde o
misiake, Duke, a terrible bad mistaks,
and I don't see any way out of the mess.
That's what's pesterin me, We'd bettoer
uy lef’ well ‘nough alone, Duke, but
wa didn’ have the sense to see it at the
right time. '’

Wiping her fingers free from tho
stains of pea pods, slie reverently liftel
an imperinl photograph from where it
had been propped against the back of
the chair in front of her,

“This is her picture, Duke, your lit
tle Miss Eliza’s, that used to pull your
ears mos' out by the roots, and you nev-
er aven snapped 'bout it. She signs her
name Lizn now, like it was spelled
with a doublo ¢e. How Martin laughed
when she wrote us word how to pro.
nonnee our own child’s name! But |
reckon she's outgrowed you, Duke,
along with the old name. You used to
watch over her mighty good, old Doy,
whenever I Iaid her down on the risin
Bun quilt she used to think the world
and all on, When the pink crape myr-
tles wasshading the sun from her purty
eyes nncd the risin sun was just under
her fat littlo fingers and you a-curled
up nigh ber, I conld go up ¢’ big honse,
if need be, and stay hours with an easy
mind, "'

Mrs, Martin sighed pouderonsly and
flecked a grain of dust from the smooth
surface of the picture. "I was sorry
when the wind blowed the pink myrtle
tree down, Duke, 'cinse we always call-
ed it Liza's tree. The rising sun is
packed away in the press right now. Its
colors i3 ns bright as when I put it on
the gallery floor for you and baby to
romp on, but you're a sight older than
you was then, Duke, and I reckon ghe's
ontgrowed you along with lots of other
things, It's eight years, Duke, goin on
niue, since I give my Lizs up becanse
they all said I had cughter.” With
certain fierce regret she tapped the
smooth oval cheek of the photograph
with her work ronghened finger,

“Weo've done you a wrong, Liza, we
can't never undo, We've went you off
and made a lady of you, and we hadn’t
oughter done no such thing. It’sher do-
in's, ull hers. '

Mru. Martin shook her fist vindictive
ly in direction of the governor's man-
bion, whose glenming white walls, sur-
rounded by clustering gardens and or-
chards, were just vigible from whero
sho.sat.

The odor of scorching ment gmote up-
on ker mostrils Duke lifted up his
volce in a how! of reproach. The din-
pner was burning up and no snmmons
had yet been sounded on the big bell,
She came buck to the sordid requive-
ments of the honr with a violent start
that sent the remainder of the beans,
pods and all, into the pan like o rattle
of musketry. ;

“Good God! It's 1 than 13

I L.
Mpiﬁt'?n-gouma 1 upset—plum'

4 K

of remedying the irremedi-
wartiag, viecrons facks

| his course styaw bat in his hand and

bafore proceeding to examine the thein-
erated dinoer

Soon from out & eloud of dust, amid
. mighty clatter of hoofs and trace
chaing, to the discordant accompani-
ment of yelping ours and hissing geese,
Munoger Martin's broad shoulders und
flovid face appeared  He wus camrying

mopping his meist forehead with o dn.
binus bundann handkerehief.

For the fivst time in ler mareied 1ifs
Mrs Martin regarded her hushand erit-

ically

“How would he strike Liza®"

Kverything in her mierocosm was Le-
ginning to reyolye about that test gues.
tion. Ashe galloped past her point of |
view, conscientionsly minded to see that |
the brutes bad their feed before he en-
joyed his own, she challenged hisatten-
tion by waving her blue cotton apron
vigorously at him.

“Don't stay long at the lot, Eben.
I'm in a burry for you."

Across the clatter of hoofs, the yelp-
ing of curs and hissing of geese a clear,
wholesome laugh flonted to her.

*You rung that bell like you was in
a hurry  Consult the shadders.

She consulted the shadows. ¥ben had
always told her when she bad any
doubts about the harsh voiced clock that
had been her mentor for 16 years to
consult the shadows sbout the roots of
two sentinel China trees that flanked
the front steps. If tho shadows wers
‘'plumb round,’’ she was to ring. The
shadows were slunting toward the cart,

“It's the picture. Tt got me all flus-
tered up. "

With this apology for herself to her-
polf sho went ingide and made ready for
“the old man' and the boys with a
great ado over her bone handled cutlery
and her heavy queensware plates, all of
which suddenly inspired her with an
intense scorn of their olumsy coarseness.

*“How would they strikePLiza?'’

With spiteful snphbusis she stootlhed
the wrinkles out of the vod checkered
tablecloth that never had showu suoh
suspicious marks of hard usage as it did
today, lovked st with Ler newbom dis-
trust of wll her possessions. A few
grenso spots, anore o Jess, wonldn't
“fenze the old man™ nor the boys, but
ghe shonldn’t wonder if Liza hiad forgot
how to eat off n ved tablecloth, and like
as not she was used to napking every
day.

Her prepavations weve still incomplete
wlhon Fben pot his shining fuce through
the open window nearest to the roller
towel, which was just then in active
BOTvice.

“Short lowanes of time for grub,
Becky. How come you to forget ns?
Never knowed yon do it before, *!

“Yon ain 't never explatued yer wint
you meant Ly os doin Lizn o wyong, |
thought we was givin her the hes® chauce
in the world. AMrs Strong said we didn't
bave no vight to deny her the blessin's
of & good edacation

“Mrs Btrong! That's just it Mas
Strong ! been runnin  the big
house and the wovernor and the by s
and the yard hands so long that she
can't keep her finger ont of anybody's
pie. "

“Yon sound sorter snappish, Becky
Yon know they et n heap of store by
book learnin up at the gov’nar's, und
our girl was uwncommon bright and
purty. It was a sorter freak of nature
our haviu such a child given to us,
with her yellow curls and her great big
eycs and little hands and feet. '

*“Btrong is just as good lookin in his
way.l!

*And I don’t think it"s for us to com-
plain when the governor's kep' Strong
at Shingleton college these vears at his
own cost. "’

""That is because Strong is naed for
him, and he wants the respectability of

sShe's

| the name kep’ up. ButStrong and Eliza

is two different people, Eben, and I'm
not eayin college is goin to harm our
boy. He's got his way to make in the
world, and all three of the boys can't
overses for Adrien when the governor's
gone. Btrong don't expect to come home
and spend the rest of his days starin out
at them niggers' cabins, listenin to that |
everlastin slambang in the blacksmith's
shop, and at a lot of mules switchin the
flies off closo to our very bedroom win-
dows Sometimes it sorter grates even on
me, old man, specially if I've just come
back from the big house, where it's all
8o diffevent, but I've got used to it, and
she's been out of it now for eight blessed |
years. And there, Eben, I done wrong |
in lettin Mrs. Strong send her all poor |’
Gabriella’s fine elothes and things.” I

“‘Gabriella wasdead. Shedidn't want |
the frippery no longer. " |

"*Yes, I reckon 1 knowed that as well
as you do, But it bas helped to spuil
our Liza. ®he's got on a silk dress right
thers in that picture now, Eben, She
used to say when she was u little girl
that she loved tohear Mrs. Strong’s silk
dresees go swish swish along the hall at
tho big house. I remember that very
dress. It's a little blue and white check
gilk with lace—real lace, old man—in

the throat and sleaves. I don't think
she'll care to henr it go swish swish
over these rough plank floors, Martin, |
do you?"

She caught her breath and went on |
more anxiously: ‘“And then, Eben, the |
worst wrong of all I've done her was
lettin Myy, Strong do all the letter writ-

“I'vo beem fustered nll momin, Eben | in, and when she comes home ber moth.

—at least ever since Dan fotched the
muil home, ™!
“*Mail?
Strong?!!

“Btrong's all vight, for anything 1
know to the contrary.  It's uboul Liza,
old man, '

“Wellz

There was a sharp note of anxiety in
the lond, fresh voien. Strong and Eliza
were the objects ubout which all the
family pride and homage revolved.

‘“*She’s sent her picture home, Eben.
Hero it is.  What do you think of it?"

With gingerly deference the overseer
took the imperin]l photograph into his
freshly scoured hands, first making snre

Anything  wrong  with

“You rung that bell lke you was in a
hurry”

by passing the bucks of them carefully

down Lis trousers legs, that 1o moisture

could possibly cling to them. His wife

stood silently at his elbow, gazing wist-

fully ut the white throated, delicately |

featured face of the diseoncerting pic-

er—her own mother'll ha the worse
shock of all to her, old man.” The
words culminated in a hurd, dry sob, |
*‘But somehow when her first letter
came home, lookin so aweet and clean
and prim, I just conldn’t bear 1o send
her back one of my awful scrawls, nnd
when Mrs. Strong said it sorter comfort- |
ed her by makin her feel ad if she way |
writin to her own Gubriells, I just let |
things go on, never lookin far enough |
ahesd to see the time when the child
would get through school and hafter
come home. And now, Eben, she'll find
out what a cheat I am. I almost wish
she did not hafter come back at all.*' [
‘‘Don’t say that, Becky, Sho oughter |
beareal comfort to you when me and |
the boys has to leave you by yourself sn |
much. She'll get used to thingslittle by |
little. ' !
“Duke’s fitter company for me than .l
that slim, dainty thing, Eben. I'm goin |
to be afraid of her. Hhe won't fit in |
here, Eben. Never, neyer, never! And
if she don’t reproach us in words ehy |
will in herheart. She'll pine away here, |
" |
From its turreted perch on top of the
wooden clock the ciuse of all this anxi-
ate lonlkad dnam  with wleaid, lovalw ||

The ... 1

Situated in New Mex

ture, The overseer's long and silent in-
spection culminated in a prolonged
whistle of amnzement,

“*That our girl! That our little Eliza
I used to tuke afield on the pommel of
my saddle? You're foolin e, Becky!
Why, this here's the picture of n queen.
She lonks like a young empress,

“'She doed, indesd. Thut's what's
pesterin me. "'

' Pesterin yon?"

“Yes. What are wo goin to do with
8 queen in this hole, Mavtin? Look at
that slim white ncck of hers and that
round bit of a waist. Sho'salady, Eben,
from them purty waves fulling over her
forehead down to the tips of her toes,
which we oan’t see in the picture. !

Eben was still studying the fair, un-
familiar face of his only daughter. The
sweet, serions eyes looked at him nn-
smilingly. They did not know each
other—that burly mun and dainty girl,

“I hope she won't be too fine for the
home that's been good enough for hor
mother all these years,” Eben said
gently.

““Her and me are cut out by different
patterng, Eben. She ain’t goin to fit in
here, It'll be a shock to her, old wan, n
positive shock. We've done wrong
more than oncet by our own daughter,
Martin, and I'm just in a tremble all
over since I've seen what she's growed
up to be. "'

*‘Done wrong? How do youmake that
out?'’

Ho placed the photograph conspicn-
ously on the dining room mantelpiece,
lodging it on top the wooden turrets in
which the eight duny clock culminated.

“Thar, Leave it thar till the boys
come in and make 'em guess who it is
I'm bound to eat and cut.”

“Where are the boys, father?’

“Down in the new cut. Seth said
he'd rather finish that bit o' fencin
while he was down thar than t’ hafter
go back t'morrer, and Charlie’s turned
in t' help him. It ain't likely they'll
get throngh before sandown. '

He dragged a chair to the table It
gratad harshly across the bare floor
Mrs. Martin disappeared with the coffec-
pot. Bhe went to put it on the kitchen
stove. The boya thelr strong black
fluid hot. Eben was cutting a liberal

out of the ciroular Em of
when sho got back. He nonong
her with a full mouth. o
L

eves that were shaded by d broall sfraw
Lt whose brim cast Remibrandtish shad-
ows over the smooth oval of her cheeks
and the rownded perfection of a slender

white throut. It was the picture of a
very beautiful girl. From where he sar
facing it the overseer scouncd it eritio-
ally.

I must be the books nud the pian-
ners and the nice elothes and the soft
things all about her, It makes a gool,
deul of difference, I reckon, to grow up
to fine ways and smooth goin's. Liza
didn’t used to be too fine for her mnmn-|
my and her daddy. "’ |

He dragged his chdir, o elumsy, splint
bottomed affnir, lack to its place agains
the wall with his left hand. He was
vonspicuously picking his teeth with a

| long, gleaming ¢uill pick. Ha offercd

bis wife gope clumsy comfort while he
wus filling his brierwood pipe from the
bag of ‘*tobacco’’ that stood on the din-
ing room mantelpicce for his and the
boys' convenience

“Don’t you go to barrowin trouble in
wholesale packages, Becky. After all,
we are not such a bad lot at heart.

“It's by our outsides Liza's goin to
judge us, Martin. "

“Jedge us! By jingo! I don't sec ps
she’s got any right to jedge us at all. '

*It ain’t & question of hervighta It's
# question of what she's likely to do.

The overseer rumpled his thick, gray
locks with an impatient hand. His{rank
eyes were filled with perplexity, It was
not often bo was called on to decide
ethical points, and as a comforter Le
wid conscionsly inefieient.,

“Idon’t know what to say for yonr
comfort, old womun She's our own
girk I reckon we can’t disown her.
How would it do to take the pioture up
to the Lig house and talk your troubls
over with tl'e madam?'’

Mrs. Muartin carvessed Duke's silky
ears ubstractedly, Eben waited for his
good advies to be absorbed.

“Well, T s'posu 1 might as well.
Sooner or luter 1'm sire to come Lo it
There's three things there's no mo’ s
tryin to get out of reuch of than there
is of flyin. One is Mrs. Stroug's advice
and the other twois her dose of custor
oil und caloman if you've ailin, Bt I
don’t see clear how she can help me ont-
er this trouble, Eben. '

“Neidier do I, but mos’ gen'rally she
does come up to the serateh, and mobbe
sho will this time. '

T give bor o trial !

Eben loot~d relieved. Rebocca was
already preparing for her visit to the
governor’s mansion. She had taken off
hev umple chick apron and rolled her
gloeves into formu! position, Her huoa-
band, mouuted on the most patient of
minres, put s face inat the open win-
dow of her beidroom for a lagt word :

“Oh, Becky, I forgot to tell you to
tedl the gov'nor that I examined them
Kin brushes good this mornin,and they're
gnawed all to pieces by the rats. Tell
Lin please don't let any matl day pAsa
withont orderin new ones. '’

“That is, if 1 con get speech of hin,
He's got Con'niel Clements and young
Dalghren up there. They all three rid
by just before you come in. He's mighty
full of politios these duys '

She was tying the runpled strings of

green gingham sunbonnet under her

shy ehin, ‘The clumsiness of this pisoe
of headgear preseted a sharp contrast
to the modish muelt heplumed hat that
east Rembrandtish shudows over the
pietured face she had wrapped carefally
in a clean hundkerchiol before putting it
into her pocket. She sighed wistfully
over her own coninonplaceness,

“How will this poky old sunbonnet
strike Liza? I reckon she won’t think
ber mummy the finest lady she ever
seen, but I can't moke myself ovir
brand new. She'll hafter take us jest us
wir are, "'

Trow e o i, )

MAXWELL LAND GRANT,

ico and Colorado,

On the Atchison, Topeka & Santa Fe
and Union Pacific, Denver & Culf

1,900,000 Acres of Land for Sale.

cheap and
interest—A

suit p
LARGER

discoveries were madein 1
of Hematite and Harry Bluf as
with lots of as yet unlooated
simlilar to, and as favorable as,
Laws and Regulation.

for these camps.

ofthe U. 8.

For further partioulars and

ground

FARMING LANDS UNDER IRRIGATION SYSTEM.

In tracts 20 acres and upward, with perpetual water rights- .
on eagy terms of 10 annual

ents with 7 oent

Ifalfs, Grain and Fruit of all kinds grow to perfection.

CHOICE PRAIRIE ORMOUNTAIN GRAZING LANDS.

Well watered and with good shelter, interspersed with fine
ranches suitable for raising grain and fruits—in size of tracts to

PASTURES FOR LEASE, for long termsof years,
fenced or unfenced; shipping facilities over two railroads.

GOLD MINES.

On this Grant near its western boundary are situated the
famous Gold Mining Distriots of Elizabsthtown and Baldy, whero
mines have been lmﬂhﬂé; operated for 95 years, and new rich

5 in the vicinity of the new camps

rich a8 any camp in Oolorado, but
to prospectors on terma

the United Btates Governmer

Btage leaves every morning, except Bundays, from Springe:

TITLE dpu'het, founded on United Btates Patent and con-
firmed by decision

Bupreme Court.

pamphlets apply to

THE MAXWELL LAND CRANT CO.
» Raton, New Mexico




